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Of Man and Mosquito

By Genni Trickett

gennitrickett@hotmail.com

One man’s struggle to make sense of that ridiculous thing called Life.

Characters

Colin – 40s/50s

Chloe (wife) – 40s/50s. Shallow, vain.

Carly (daughter) – mid 20s. Disdainful goth.

Mr Sterling (boss) – 40 = 60. Blustering eccentric.

Marcus (brother) – 50s. Successful, oily.

Angela Engel – (colleague) 30s. Beautiful, serene.

Crispin/Jerome/ Marvel/Thumper/Dr Nowak – 20s. (all played by the same person)

Set

Colin’s House/Colin’s office/Hospital. The same table can be used for both the house and

the office - only the props on it need to change. (crockery to be swapped for a computer

etc)

2 entrances/exits needed.

Suggested Props

Table/Chairs

Hospital bed, although this could potentially be improvised using the table

A bedside table for the hospital

Coatstand

Various plates, bowls, glasses, mugs

Wine/vodka bottles

Negligee

Computer

Office bin
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Stapler, Pens, Files etc

Mobile Phone

False Beard (for Marvel)

Man’s wedding ring

ACT 1

Scene 1

Colin and Chloe’s kitchen. Morning. Colin is dressed for work. He has finished his bowl of

cereal, and is drinking his tea and reading the back of the cereal packet. Chloe is in her

dressing gown, and is scrolling on her mobile. A clock is ticking. It is raining.

COLIN: Colorectal. Not the kind of word you want to hear at the breakfast table, is it?

Co-Lo-Rectal. (pause) It’s too visual, that’s what it is. It’s graphic. When you hear it, you

picture it, whether you want to or not. All pink and gleaming. Like a puckered sausage.

(Angela sips her coffee) Mind you, bowel isn’t much better, I suppose. Bow-el. It’s got a sad,

hollow sound to it, don’t you think? Bow-el. I wonder where it comes from. It’s probably

Germanic. Germanic words always have the ring of doom about them.

CHLOE: What are you talking about?

COLIN: Colorectal. On the packet. It shouldn’t be allowed. People don’t want to think about

their innards at breakfast. They don’t want to think about their biological processes.

CHLOE: Don’t, then.

COLIN: I can’t help it. It’s all spelled out here, in relentlessly reasonable Arial Black. That’s

the problem, you see, right there.

CHLOE: What is?

COLIN: This cereal is too worthy. You don’t see Choco Floofs banging on about your bowels

in Comic Sans. They don’t give away free models of your small intestine at the bottom of the

packet. They don’t give a stuff about your health, digestive or otherwise. Whereas

companies that use Arial Black and make cereal that tastes like hamster bedding are the kind

of companies that worry about you. They are actively concerned for your digestive health.

CHLOE: It doesn’t taste like hamster bedding.

COLIN: But it does, Chloe. And that’s deliberate. If it tasted nice, we’d never believe it was

good for us. (Chloe’s phone buzzes, and she smiles at the screen) I have a theory that it is

perfectly possible to make tasty, healthy foods. The science is there. We have the

knowledge. The problem is, if companies did that, people would call them fraudsters and

charlatans. (Chloe taps away at her phone) We are trained to believe that nasty tasting
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things are good for us. We swallow this fallacy along with revolting medicine at our mother’s

knee. If anyone told us none of it was true, that we could have healthy, tasty food, our world

would tilt on its axis.

CHLOE: (distractedly) Pass the juice.

COLIN: (passes the juice) The populace would rise up en masse and revolt. There would be

bloodshed. New religions would probably be formed.

CHLOE: Would they, now?

COLIN: Colorectal. I’m pretty sure it should be hyphenated.

CHLOE: What are you going on about?

COLIN: Nothing. Semantics. Cereal. Life. Have you seen my umbrella? I think I’m going to

need it today.

CHLOE: Isn’t it in the pot?

COLIN: No. I thought it was, but it isn’t.

CHLOE: I don’t know, then.

COLIN: I suppose I’ll just have to get wet. It’s interesting, isn’t it, how things such as

umbrellas, pens, gloves, socks, just seem to -

CHLOE: Shouldn’t you be making a move?

COLIN: I have nineteen minutes until the train leaves. Even allowing for the inevitable

ear-chewing by Mrs Pottinger, it only takes me thirteen minutes to walk to the station.

Honestly, that woman. Did I tell you, last week she pinned me down for ten minutes on the

subject of the new rainbow zebra crossing?

CHLOE: Yes, you did.

COLIN: “A book may be compared to your neighbour: if it be good, it cannot last too long; if

bad, you cannot get rid of it too early”

CHLOE: I quite like that one.

COLIN: Not mine. Rupert Brookes’.

CHLOE: Of course it is. Don’t you think you’d better be going anyway?

COLIN: Ever since they opened up the cut-through from Kingsland Crescent to Drayton

Avenue, I’ve been able to leave five minutes later in the mornings. Do you remember, I told

you about it when they finished clearing it last month?

CHLOE: Did you?

COLIN: That’s why my alarm goes off at 7.25 now, instead of 7.20. I’m surprised you haven’t

noticed.
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CHLOE: What, five minutes difference? It hasn’t exactly rocked my world, Colin.

COLIN: “And now my life gently rocks, To the beat of ticking clocks”.

CHLOE: (sighs) That one’s definitely yours.

COLIN: It’s called Rhythms. I finished it last week. “Once I thrilled to the vibration, Of the

heartbeat of the nation, Felt the drum -”

CHLOE: Are you going to ask about your pay rise today?

COLIN: Well I thought I’d -

CHLOE: Yes?

COLIN: He’s very busy, you know. Mr Sterling.

CHLOE: So are you.

COLIN: Well, yes, but –

CHLOE: And I bet he’s getting paid for his time.

COLIN: I’m getting paid, Chloe.

CHLOE: Not enough. Ten years, you’ve been there –

COLIN: (quietly) Twelve.

CHLOE: What?

COLIN: Twelve years last Tuesday.

CHLOE: Twelve, then. And how many pay rises have you had in all that time? (Colin opens his

mouth to reply) One. That’s how many. One. It’s not good enough.

COLIN: I know, but -

CHLOE: I tell you what, that Mr Fortune’s gone now, isn’t he? Gone for good?

COLIN: I would think so. It’s not like he could come back after – well, after what happened.

You know.

CHLOE: Well, then. There’s a space at the top now, isn’t there?

COLIN: A space at the top?

CHLOE: For you, Colin! A promotion.

COLIN: You mean – I should ask for Mr Fortune’s job? Become a director of the firm?

CHLOE: Why not? You’ve got the experience. And who else are they going to give it to?

COLIN: I don’t think I could just walk up to Mr Sterling and ask –

CHLOE: Course you can. What’s the worst that can happen?
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COLIN: Oh, I’m not sure -

CHLOE: You’re not assertive enough, that’s your trouble. You never stand up for yourself.

COLIN: That’s not  -

CHLOE: You just sit there, and let people walk all over you. You need to toughen up.

COLIN: I don’t really –

CHLOE: You need to stop letting people bully you. You need to speak up. You need to stand

up and be counted, Colin!

COLIN: I’m not sure I want to be counted.

CHLOE: Of course you do. Everybody does. And I want to go skiing this year. So you walk in

there, you look Mr bloody Sterling right in the eye, and you tell him you want that job.

COLIN: I’ll ask –

CHLOE: No, you don’t ask. You tell him. Today. No arguments. Okay?

COLIN: But –

CHLOE: Okay?

The door opens, and Carly bursts into the room in a silk dressing gown, propelling in front of

her a half-dressed young man with floppy hair, carrying his shirt.

CRISPIN: I don’t have to leave yet, I don’t have any plans today. I can stay as long as you like.

CARLY: Sorry darling, I have masses to do.

COLIN: Good morning, Carly.

CRISPIN: I could just wait in your room until you’ve finished, yah? Then we could hang out

some more?

COLIN: I hope you slept well?

CARLY: (to Crispin) No. You’d be a distraction. (kisses him) You’re going to have to go.

COLIN: I didn’t sleep well.

CHLOE: Is that my bloody negligée?

CARLY: Yes.

COLIN: Who is this?

CRISPIN: Hi, yah, sorry, I’m Crispin. I’m a friend of Carly’s. Great to meet you.

CARLY: And Crispin is just leaving.

CHLOE: You can’t just go taking things from my wardrobe, you know.

CARLY: It wasn’t in your wardrobe. It was on the floor.
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CHLOE: Of my room.

CARLY: Of the bathroom, actually.

CRISPIN: (dressing) So, you’ll call me, yah?

CARLY: Of course I will.

CRISPIN: We’re playing at the Stinky Tuppence tonight, if you fancy coming along. I could

leave a ticket for you at the door…

CARLY: Oh, you know what, I’d love to, but I’ve got to go to the Sausage Factory tonight.

Shame.

CRISPIN: Sure, totally, no problem. Another time, yah?

CARLY: Definitely.

CRISPIN: Great. Ok. Well, I’ll see you. Really good to meet you, yah? (shakes Colin and Carly’s

hands) Bye, gorgeous.

Crispin and Carly snog enthusiastically at the door.

CHLOE: Not in my negligée! Stop it, you two!

CARLY: (pushing him out the door) Off you go, then!

COLIN: Bye, Crispin.

Crispin exits

COLIN: So. What was this one?

CARLY: Guitarist.

CHLOE: He seemed nice.

COLIN: I thought you went to these gigs to work?

CARLY: I do.

COLIN: Aren’t you supposed to be talent spotting?

CARLY: Yep. And that’s exactly what I’m doing. I’m very good at it, as it happens. (goes to

door)

COLIN: Where are you going?

CARLY: Back to bed. If that’s alright with you.

COLIN: I thought you said you were busy today?

CARLY: Yep. Busy sleeping. (exits)

CHLOE: Carly!

CARLY: (off) What?
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CHLOE: Can I have my negligée back, please?

The negligée flies back in through the door and lands on the floor.

CHLOE: Thank you, darling!

CARLY: (off) It’s minging, anyway!

COLIN: That’s the third one this month.

CHLOE: So? Who’s counting?

COLIN: Me.

CHLOE: Of course you are.

COLIN: I just…don’t you worry about her?

CHLOE: Why?

COLIN: I mean, all this putting it about. Picking up musicians at seedy gigs.

CHLOE: What’s your point?

COLIN: Doesn’t it bother you?

CHLOE: No. Not unless she’s doing it in my negligée.

COLIN: Don’t you think she should be settled down by now?

CHLOE: Not really.

COLIN: Don’t you want to see her with a nice man?

CHLOE: I do see her with nice men. Lots of them.

COLIN: That’s exactly my point.

CHLOE: She’s young! Let her enjoy herself. God knows, the fun’ll be over soon enough.

COLIN: I wish she’d get a proper job.

CHLOE: She’s got a proper job.

COLIN: Up doing god knows what all night, sleeping all day…

CHLOE: You know what she’s doing at night. She’s scouting.

COLIN: For what, though?

CHLOE: The next big thing.

COLIN: Exactly my point. Anyway, how long do you think she can keep it up? She’s nearly

thirty.

CHLOE: She’s twenty-six.

COLIN: And still living at home. I left home at eighteen. That’s what you did, then.
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CHLOE: I thought your mum threw you out. So that she could have the house to herself and

thingummy. The one before the jockey. The Italian bloke.

COLIN: Flavio. No, I left. I wanted to be an adult, to be independent, to stand on my own two

feet. The trouble with young people nowadays, is they’re too -

CHLOE: Colin?

COLIN: What?

CHLOE: (nods to clock) Time.

COLIN: Oh dear. (grabs his coat and briefcase, heads for the door)

CHLOE: You’re going to have to run.

COLIN: I’ll be okay, as long as Mrs Pottinger doesn’t spot me. Have a good day, darling.

CHLOE: Don’t forget to ask about your pay review!

Colin exits at a run

COLIN: (off) Good morning, Mrs Pottinger!

Chloe goes to the window to watch him leave. Then she picks up her phone and dials.

CHLOE: It’s me.

BLACKOUT

Scene 2

Colin’s office. A different clock is ticking – it is 09.28. Colin’s boss, Mr Sterling, is standing

staring at his watch.

Colin bursts into the office, and makes for his desk without noticing Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Late!

COLIN: (jumping a mile) Sorry, Mr Sterling!

STERLING: Distressingly late.

COLIN: Yes. You see, the train –

STERLING: Left exactly on time. And arrived, also, exactly on time. (he swings round to face

Colin, showing him the mobile phone in his hand.) Wonderful thing, the internet.

COLIN: Ah. Yes. Well, the thing –

STERLING: All the information in the universe, beamed straight to my brain at the touch of a

button.
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COLIN: Yes. It’s very –

STERLING: I see all. I know all. I am omniscient. It is futile to try to deceive me.

COLIN: I wasn’t –

STERLING: So. We have two possibilities, don’t we? Either you got lost on your way from the

station to the office.

COLIN: I –

STERLING: OR! You were not. On. The. Train.

COLIN: Yes, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Yes, you got lost? Or yes, you were not on the train?

COLIN: Yes, I was not on the train.

STERLING: That is disappointing. Both professionally and grammatically.

COLIN: Yes, Sir. You see, the thing is, Mrs Pottinger -

STERLING: This is the third time you have been late, Colin.

COLIN: In twelve years, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: I fail to see the relevance of your comment.

COLIN: I mean -

STERLING: Would you consider it an adequate defence, if a burglar were to say: “I’ve only

burgled your house three times in twelve years”?

COLIN: No, but -

STERLING: Or if a serial killer were to say: “I have only killed three people in twelve years”?

COLIN: I see your point, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Of course you do. You are not a stupid man, Colin.

COLIN: Thank you, Sir.

STERLING: You are merely irresponsible.

COLIN: Irresponsible, Sir?

STERLING: Feckless, if you prefer.

COLIN: I don’t think I do.

STERLING: You are clearly allowing your innate hedonism to hold sway over your

professional conscientiousness.

COLIN: My what?
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STERLING: Sterling, Silver and For – Sterling and Silver is not the kind of company which

tolerates hedonism, Colin.

COLIN: I know that, Sir.

STERLING: We are not one of these modern, trendy solicitor firms who encourage

licentiousness and whimsy in their staff.

COLIN: I should think not, Sir.

STERLING: I mean to say, if we were to get licentious and whimsical with our clients’

business, where would we be?

COLIN: I hate to think, Sir.

STERLING: I am not whimsical. Nor is Mr Silver.

COLIN: No, Sir. And Mr Fortune…

STERLING: We do not speak of Mr Fortune, Colin.

COLIN: No, Sir.

STERLING: Mr Silver and I have decided to put that whole unsavoury episode behind us. The

sign will be changed tomorrow. The Name of Fortune is being expunged from all company

communications as we speak. I do not expect you to refer to Mr Fortune in my presence

again, do I make myself clear?

COLIN: Yes, Sir.

STERLING: The name of Fortune is not to pass your lips. Do you understand?

COLIN: Yes, Sir. Sorry, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: As I was saying, our clients do not expect us to be whimsical. They expect us to be

predictable, reliable and boring, and by God we deliver.

COLIN: Absolutely, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: I need you to be predictable, Colin. I need you to be reliable. I need you to be

boring. Can you do that?

COLIN: Yes, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Excellent. And that means that I need you to be at your desk by nine o’ clock

sharp every morning.

COLIN: Yes, Sir. It won’t happen again, Sir.

STERLING: I’m glad to hear it. It’s a slippery slope, Colin. I’ve seen it before. It begins with

tardiness and before you know it it’s open-necked shirts, designer beards and novelty

ringtones.

COLIN: I hope not, Mr Sterling.
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STERLING: Exactly. And we must never forget that we have the junior staff to consider.

COLIN: Junior staff?

STERLING: Certainly. Junior staff are notoriously impressionable. We have a duty to set a

good example.

COLIN: Do you mean Miss Engel?

STERLING: Indeed I do. Miss Engel is an innocent.

COLIN: Is she?

STERLING: I suspect her of being malleable.

COLIN: Malleable? Really?

STERLING: I would not wish for you to corrupt her in any way.

COLIN: (dreamily) Do you think I could?

STERLING: I should hope not. She is a young woman of impeccable character. But I want you

to consider the possibility that you might corrupt her, Colin. I want you to consider it very

carefully indeed.

COLIN: Certainly, Mr Sterling. I’ll do that.

STERLING: Make her wellbeing your priority in thought, word and deed.

COLIN: Yes sir.

STERLING: Excellent. Now, I’ll leave you to catch up on all the work you have missed so far

today. It goes without saying that I expect you to remain at your desk until you have done so.

COLIN: Of course, Sir. (Sterling goes to leave) Um, Mr Sterling? Before you go…

STERLING: What is it, Colin?

COLIN: I was just wondering – it’s been seven years now. Since my last salary review, I mean.

STERLING: Has it, indeed?

COLIN: Yes, Sir, it has, and I was thinking –

STERLING: You were thinking that you would like to have another.

COLIN: Yes, Sir. You took the words right out of my mouth, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Did it occur to you that, having arrived half an hour late, this was possibly not a

good time to ask for a salary review?

COLIN: Yes, Sir, but I thought -

STERLING: You were unsure. Then let me remove all doubt from your mind. This is not a

good time, Colin.
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COLIN: You’re quite right of course, Sir, but would you consider –

There is a knock at the door. The door opens, and Miss Angela Engel walks in

ANGELA: Mr Sterling, I’m sorry to bother you, but –

STERLING: What is it, Miss Engel?

ANGELA: Mr Silver says he needs your help.

STERLING: Help? Help with what?

ANGELA: With Mr Fortune.

STERLING: Miss Engel!

ANGELA: I know I’m not supposed to say his name, Mr Sterling, but he’s…

STERLING: What? What is he?

(there is a crash from outside the door, and some shouting)

ANGELA: He’s…well, he’s here.

STERLING: Here???

ANGELA: He sneaked in.

STERLING: Well, why didn’t you stop him?

ANGELA: I couldn’t, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Why not? I gave strict instructions, Miss Engel, that if that man were to attempt

to gain access to this premises, those attempts were to be thwarted by any means

necessary.

ANGELA: You did, Mr Sterling, but –

STERLING: You should have picked him up bodily, and flung him out of the door.

ANGELA: Oh, I couldn’t, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Why-ever not? You’re a big, healthy girl, you could have taken him.

ANGELA: Yes, sir, but, you see…he’s got no clothes on.

STERLING: He’s naked?

ANGELA: Yes, sir.

STERLING: Dear God in heaven.

ANGELA: Mr Silver’s doing his best to get him out, but he can’t get a good grip on him. He

says, will you please come and help?

STERLING: Of course, of course! Just let me at him. And Angela, lower all the blinds, will

you? If anyone should see this, we’d be finished. Finished!
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Sterling makes for the door

COLIN: Mr Sterling, about my review…?

STERLING: I believe I mentioned before that the moment was not propitious. It is even less

so, now. To put it bluntly, your timing stinks.

Sterling rushes out. We hear shouting, crashing and banging from outside. Angela stands to

one side of the door and peeps out. Colin goes to stand next to her.

COLIN: Hello, Angela.

ANGELA: Hello, um…

COLIN: Colin.

ANGELA: Gosh, I’m so sorry.

COLIN: Don’t worry about it, don’t worry at all. It’s difficult to keep track. There are four of

us in the company, now that Mr For… now that he’s gone. I’m not Mr Sterling, I’m not Mr

Silver, I’m not you, so I’m…I’m the other one. I’m Colin.

ANGELA: Of course you are. I don’t know why I keep forgetting, there must be something

wrong with me.

COLIN: No, not at all, not at all. There’s nothing wrong with you. You’re perfect.

There’s a huge crash and a roar from outside, Angela flinches back.

ANGELA: Oh, poor Mr Silver! That paperweight was a present from his wife. I’m sorry, what

did you say?

COLIN: I said, you’re –

STERLING: (off) Get your dirty, naked arse out of my chair!

COLIN: Angela, I -

ANGELA: Oh my goodness, he’s in Mr Sterling’s office chair! We’d better go and help. Come

on, um…

COLIN: Colin.

ANGELA: Sorry, yes, Colin. Well, are you coming?

COLIN: Um…no, I don’t think so.

ANGELA: What? Why?

COLIN: I’m not sure I’d be much help.

ANGELA: We’ve got to try!

COLIN: No, no, they seem to be doing just fine by themselves.
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STERLING: (off) Silver, look out! He’s got a fountain pen! (scream) Oh God, Silver, are you

alright? Speak to me!

ANGELA: Do something, er… I want to say Bernard?

COLIN: Colin. (sighs) Fine, I’ll come. Let me just get my stapler.

He picks up the stapler, and they both exit.

STERLING: (off) Get him, Colin! That’s it! Staple the bastard!

FORTUNE: (off) You’ll never catch meeeeeeeeeee!!!!! Hahahahahaha!

Blackout

Scene 3

Colin and Chloe’s kitchen. Night. The table is strewn with dirty dishes and one empty, one

half-empty bottle of wine. Colin enters, wearily hanging up his coat. He looks to see if there is

anything left in the dishes – there isn’t. Marcus enters, carrying two empty wine glasses.

MARCUS: Colin! Hello!

COLIN: Hello. This is a nice surprise.

MARCUS: Yeah, definitely. Great to see you, great to see you. You’re looking…yeah.

COLIN: Is that your car I saw outside? The Porsche?

MARCUS: Oh, the old Panamera. Yup, she’s mine.

COLIN: Not that old. You had a Jag last time I saw you.

MARCUS: Yeah, well, you know. I just fancied a change.

COLIN: Very nice. I like the colour.

MARCUS: Gotta have some bang under the bonnet, you know. For the job, I mean.

COLIN: You’re still clocking up the mileage, then?

MARCUS: Yeah, well, you know me. Always prowling the urban jungles of Britain, looking for

my next victim.

COLIN: Ha. Yeah.

MARCUS: Grrr.

COLIN: Ha. Great. So.

MARCUS: So.

COLIN: Is everything ok?
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MARCUS: Yeah, yeah, fine.

COLIN: Eleanor alright?

MARCUS: Eleanor? Oh yeah, she’s fine. Up to her eyeballs in charity work as always, you

know what she’s like.

COLIN: How are the kids?

MARCUS: Driving me up the bloody wall, but that’s their job, isn’t it? Ha. Oh, they send tons

of love, of course.

COLIN: That’s nice.

MARCUS: Yeah.

COLIN: You’re not ill, are you?

MARCUS: No. I mean, I don’t think so. Touch wood. Why? Do I look ill?

COLIN: No, not at all. I mean, it’s just - what…er…what are you doing here?

MARCUS: What, do I need a reason to come and visit you now?

COLIN: No, no of course not. It’s great to see you. But, you know, you usually call first.

MARCUS: Oh, right, yeah. Well, it’s a funny story, actually.

COLIN: Oh really?

MARCUS: Yes.

Long pause.

CHLOE: (walking in) Marcus, what are you doing, milking the bloody grapes? Oh, hi. You’re

back.

COLIN: Yes.

CHLOE: That’s nice.

COLIN: Yes. (gives her a kiss) You cooked?

CHLOE: Yes.

COLIN: What was it?

CHLOE: Truffle chicken with asparagus.

COLIN: Lovely.

CHLOE: I just fancied a bit of chicken, you know, and I thought it would be nice for you, but

then you didn’t come home, and it was about to spoil, but it just so happened that Marcus

was in the area, and he popped in to see you, but of course you weren’t here, so anyway, I

asked him to stay for supper. Wasn’t that lucky?
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COLIN: Yes. I had to work late. I did message you.

CHLOE: (unconvincingly) Oh! Really? I didn’t get it.

COLIN: It doesn’t matter. Is there any left?

CHLOE: No. Sorry.

COLIN: It’s alright.

MARCUS: Sorry, mate.

COLIN: No, that’s ok, it would have spoiled. So, you were in the area?

MARCUS: Yeah.

COLIN: Is that the funny story?

MARCUS: Yeah, actually, I had a meeting with a client just a few streets away from here, and

it was my last  appointment of the day, so I thought I’d just drop in and say hi. On the

off-chance, you know.

COLIN: Right, right.

MARCUS: Now I come to think of it, it’s not actually all that funny, is it?

COLIN: It is a bit funny.

MARCUS: Anyway, glad I got to see you before I left.

COLIN: Oh, are you off?

MARCUS: Yeah, I’d better be making tracks. Early start, you know.

COLIN: Are you sure you can’t stay for a quick drink?

MARCUS: Well –

COLIN: Just the one. Let’s finish the bottle. There’s not much left.

MARCUS: Yeah, sure. Why not?

COLIN: Great.

CHLOE: Listen, before you get too settled, Colin, how did it go?

COLIN: How did what go?

CHLOE: For God’s sake. The pay review! The promotion.

COLIN: Oh. Well –

CHLOE: Did you get it?

COLIN: He was busy. Mr Sterling, I mean. He didn’t have time to see me.

CHLOE: You didn’t ask him, did you?
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COLIN: No, I did! Look, I’ll ask him tomorrow, I promise.

CHLOE: Fine. Whatever. I’m going to have a bath.

COLIN: You’re not going to join us?

CHLOE: No, I’ve got a headache.

COLIN: Is Carly in?

CHLOE: No, she’s working. At the Sausage Fest, or something.

MARCUS: (giving her a kiss) Night, Chloe darling. Thanks for the nosh.

CHLOE: Goodnight, Marcus. (heads for the door) Don’t forget to do the washing up, before

you come upstairs, Colin.

COLIN: What?

CHLOE: I cooked, so it’s your turn.

COLIN: But I didn’t have any dinner!

CHLOE: Well that’s not my fault, is it?

COLIN: Oh Chloe, before you go, I need to tell you what happened at work today – (Chloe

walks out and closes the door) Oh well. Never mind. It’ll keep.

MARCUS: Chloe’s looking well. She’s a lot of fun, isn’t she? You’re a lucky man, Colin.

COLIN: I suppose.

MARCUS: So, what happened at work?

COLIN: Oh, nothing really. The usual madness. It doesn’t matter.

MARCUS: I don’t know why you’re still working there.

COLIN: It’s a job. I’m lucky to have one at all, nowadays, the way things are going.

MARCUS: But you hate it.

COLIN: It pays the bills.

MARCUS: Barely, from what I hear.

COLIN: You’ve been talking to Chloe.

MARCUS: She has a point. I mean, come on, Colin, get real. That place is a total dump.

COLIN: Well, I wouldn’t say that -

MARCUS: Your words, not mine, pal. Every time I see you, you’re complaining about your

job.

COLIN: I’m not sure I’ve ever used those exact words –



18

MARCUS: No, you’re right. You wouldn’t say dump. What was it you called it at Christmas? A

moribund hell-pit, that was it. A moribund hell-pit, stuffed with drivelling, Dickensian

golems.

COLIN: I’d been drinking.

MARCUS: Nice turn of phrase, though. You still writing your poetry?

COLIN: A bit, yes.

MARCUS: Seem to remember you were quite good at it, when we were kids. All that flowery

stuff you used to write for mum, in her mother’s day card. She loved those, kept all of them.

Who was that bloke you liked? Soldier. Died.

COLIN: Rupert Brooke.

MARCUS: That’s the one. Never saw the appeal, myself, apart from the one about having

honey for tea.

COLIN: The Old Vicarage. “Stands the Church clock at ten to three? And is there honey still

for tea?”

MARCUS: That’s the one. Any of yours published yet?

COLIN: Not yet. I sent an anthology off a couple of months ago. Still waiting to hear back.

MARCUS: No news is good news, eh?

COLIN: I hope so. Would you like to hear a couple? There’s one called Rhythms -

MARCUS: No, you’re alright. Haven’t really got an ear for poetry, as you know.  Not my thing.

COLIN: So. Business is going well, I gather?

MARCUS: Huh? Oh, you mean the Panamera. Yeah, yeah, I’m doing alright. Another day,

another sucker, ha.

COLIN: (pouring more wine) Are there really that many people looking for unified

communications?

MARCUS: You bet. But actually, what we offer is so much more than that – it’s a bespoke,

comprehensive, holistic corporation solutions package.

COLIN: I see.

MARCUS: Really?

COLIN: No. I don’t know what those words mean.

MARCUS: Ha! I didn’t think so.

COLIN: But people want them, these – holistic solutions?

MARCUS: Damn right they do. And they’re prepared to pay through the nose for them.
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COLIN: Amazing. Don’t suppose you’ve got any jobs going, have you?

MARCUS: Look, Colin, don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t think you’re exactly Unified

Communications material, you know?

COLIN: What do you mean?

MARCUS: It’s not – you just gotta have the tech-smarts, you know. You gotta sound like you

know what you’re talking about. Win the client’s confidence. And you gotta have the hunger.

The drive. The killer instinct.

COLIN: You don’t think I have the killer instinct?

MARCUS: Not really. I mean, don’t get me wrong, you’re a great guy. You’re a grafter, you’re

dependable, solid, and those are good things. I just – I don’t think you’ve got what it takes

for this job.

COLIN: Oh.

MARCUS: You’re just not a – killer instinct kind of bloke. Sorry.

COLIN: It’s okay. I wasn’t being entirely serious.

MARCUS: (pretending to mop his brow) Phew. That’s a relief. I thought I was digging myself

into a bit of a hole, there.

COLIN: Looks like I’m stuck at Sterling and Silver, then.

MARCUS: I thought it was Sterling, Silver and Fortune?

COLIN: It was.

MARCUS: What happened to Fortune?

COLIN: Don’t ask.

MARCUS: So, you’re not looking for another job?

COLIN: No. I’ve made my office chair, I think I should probably just sit in it. Anyway, it’s not

all bad.

MARCUS: Really? Cause it sounds bloody awful.

COLIN: (checking the door) You see, there’s…there’s this girl.

MARCUS: Colin! You old dog! Who is she?

COLIN: No, I mean, nothing’s going on. Not like that. It’s just…she’s just…

MARCUS: Uh huh?

COLIN: She’s incredible. A perfect, perfect vision of loveliness, and everything that’s good. A

brightly shining beacon of purity in this impure world.

MARCUS: She sounds…unbelievable. And does she like you?
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COLIN: I don’t know.

MARCUS: What about poor old Chloe, eh?

COLIN: Oh, Chloe…

MARCUS: What?

COLIN: Well, I love her, obviously…

MARCUS: Course you do. She’s great. So, what’s up? Are you two having problems?

COLIN: Not problems, exactly. I mean, no more than the usual. It’s just… I don’t think she

really appreciates me. In fact, I’m not sure she ever has.

MARCUS: Appreciates you? She bloody married you, didn’t she?

COLIN: Yes…

MARCUS: It’s a mystery to all of us why, but she did. So I suppose she must have seen

something in you.

COLIN: I’m not sure that something was ever really there. Not really. I think what I’m trying

to say is that she saw what she wanted to see. And, over the years, she’s gradually realised

who I actually am, and she’s…disappointed.

MARCUS: What you’re describing there, old son, is marriage. Pure and simple.

COLIN: That’s a very cynical viewpoint.

MARCUS: It’s a realistic viewpoint. Trust me. Life’s not all poetry and rainbows, you know.

Especially married life.

COLIN: You’re probably right. You think I’m worrying about nothing, then?

MARCUS: Oh, what would I know? It’s your marriage. Anyway, enough about Chloe, I want

to hear more about this lighthouse. Does she have a name?

COLIN: Beacon.

MARCUS: That’s a terrible name.

COLIN: No! She shines like a Beacon. A beacon, not a lighthouse. “Love is a flame; we have

beaconed the world's night.” Brooke always knew the right way to put things. Her name is

Angela. She’s the receptionist.

MARCUS: And do you think you’ve got a chance with Angela the receptionist?

COLIN: I’m not sure. Sometimes I think – I mean, sometimes she looks at me, and I get the

feeling, but…

MARCUS: But what?

COLIN: But she can never remember my name.
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MARCUS: She can’t remember your name?

COLIN: No.

MARCUS: What, never?

COLIN: No. Not so far.

MARCUS: (laughing) Oh Colin, you are priceless. Completely priceless.

COLIN: It’s not funny.

MARCUS: It really is.

COLIN: You won’t say anything to Chloe, will you?

MARCUS: No worries, your secret is safe with me. Anyway, I don’t think she has much to

worry about, do you?

COLIN: What do you mean?

MARCUS: Well, if this bird can’t even remember your name…

COLIN: She just has a bad memory.

MARCUS: (laughing) Yeah, that’s probably it. But let’s face it, you’re never going to do

anything about it anyway, are you?

COLIN: Why do you say that?

MARCUS: Well, it’s just not you, is it? Going out and having an affair. That’s not how you

work. It’s all just daydreams, like demanding a pay rise and a promotion. You’ll think about

it, but you’d never do it.

COLIN: Do you really think so?

MARCUS: Absolutely. It’s like I said – no killer instinct. It’s not necessarily a bad thing, you

know. Right, I really had better be getting off. It’s late.

COLIN: (picks up the bottle of wine from the table) The wine’s gone, anyway. (picks

something up off the table) Is this yours?

MARCUS: God yes, that’s my wedding ring. Thanks. I keep fiddling with it and taking it off

without even realising. I’ll lose it one day, then Eleanor really will have my guts for garters.

COLIN: Are you fit to drive?

MARCUS: Deffo. Unlike you, I can hold my drink. No cops around here at this time of night,

anyway.

COLIN: Ok. Be careful.

MARCUS: Sure. See you around, yeah?

COLIN: (ironically) Deffo.
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Marcus exits. Colin closes the door, and leans against it for a while. He goes to the table,

picks up the dirty plates, then changes his mind and puts them back down. He pulls out a

notebook and pen, and starts to write.

BLACKOUT

Scene 4

Colin and Chloe’s kitchen. Morning. The dirty dishes are still on the table. Colin is eating his

cereal and making some alterations to whatever he is writing on the table.

The door opens, and Carly bursts into the room in a silk dressing gown, wrapped round a

half-dressed young man with long dark hair.

CARLY: I’m sorry darling, but you have to go.

JEROME: (in a strong French accent) But why, ma cherie? Why cannot I stay? Why do you

send me away?

CARLY: I told you, I have things to do.

JEROME: Non! You have nothing to do, but spend the day in bed, with me, making beautiful,

magical love.

CARLY: You’re insatiable.

JEROME: Of you, I can never have enough.

COLIN: Ahem.

CARLY: Oh, hi, Dad.

COLIN: Good morning, Carly. Good morning, Crispin.

CARLY: This isn’t Crispin, Dad. This is Jerome. Jerome is French.

COLIN: No, he isn’t. That’s Crispin, doing a terrible French accent.

CARLY: Oh my God.

JEROME: Who is this Crispin?

CARLY: Nobody. Somebody I used to know.

COLIN: He was here yesterday!

JEROME: Yesterday? Here?

CARLY: No, he wasn’t. Ignore my dad, he’s going senile.
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JEROME: Senile?

CARLY: You know. (does a twirly cuckoo motion with her finger)

JEROME: Ah. I understand. Like my grandmère. She thinks her cat is Charles de Gaulle. We

must be kind to these people, yes? (going to Colin and shaking his hand) GOOD MORNING,

MR CARLY’S FATHER. I AM JEROME.

COLIN: Good morning, Jerome. And what do you play? The accordion?

CARLY: Dad, for Christ’s sake.

JEROME: I play the cowbell.

CARLY: And he plays it brilliantly.

JEROME: I play everything brilliantly.

CARLY: Yes, you do. (more kissing) But you still have to go.

JEROME: You break my ‘eart, ma belle.

CARLY: (opening the door) I’m sure you’ll get over it.

JEROME: Never! I will call you, yes?

CARLY: Sure. You’ve got my number.

JEROME: It is tattooed on my soul.

COLIN: On your what?

JEROME: My soul.

CARLY: That’s lovely. Bye, Jerome!

JEROME: Goodbye, mon amour. Goodbye, Mr Carly’s father!

COLIN: Au revoir, Crispin!

CARLY: (slams the door) Jesus, Dad. Do you have to?

COLIN: Do I have to what?

CARLY: Be so bloody rude.

COLIN: I thought I was being quite restrained.

CARLY: No you didn’t. You thought you were being funny, but you were actually being totally

racist. You’d better get that washing up done, before Mum sees it.

COLIN: You’d better get that dressing gown off before Mum sees it.

CHLOE: (entering) It’s a bloody negligee.

CARLY: It’s gopping, is what it is. (exits)



24

CHLOE: Then why do you keep stealing it? (The negligee flies back through the door.) I’ve got

a crippling headache. You are going to do that washing up, aren’t you?

COLIN: Do you mind very much if I do it tonight?

CHLOE: Yes, I do mind, actually!

COLIN: It’s just, I’ve got to leave for work in a few minutes.

CHLOE: What for? So that you can wimp out of asking for a pay rise again?

COLIN: I tried to tell you, I did mention the review to Mr Sterling yesterday, but he was busy

with Mr Fortune -

CHLOE: No you didn’t. You bottled it.

COLIN: I did not bottle it!

CHLOE: (wearily) Don’t lie to me, Colin. You bottled it. You always do.

COLIN: No, that’s not true, I asked him and –

CHLOE: I don’t know why I’m even surprised. It’s the same thing every time, the same old

excuses.

COLIN: But I couldn’t -

CHLOE: Everything’s not about you, you know. This affects me too. It impacts on my life. Do

you ever think about that?

COLIN: Of course I do –

CHLOE: Do you? I don’t think you do. So let me spell it out for you. I’m suffering, because

you’re too much of a coward to ask for a pay rise.

COLIN: Chloe –

CHLOE: I don’t ask for much. A nice car. A couple of holidays a year. A new telly. But I can’t

have these things, can I, Colin?

COLIN: We did go on holiday last year –

CHLOE: Yeah, to Spain. Anyone who’s anyone is going glamping in Namibia at the moment. I

told you that.

COLIN: I know, but it was so expensive –

CHLOE: And we couldn’t afford it. Exactly. Just like we couldn’t afford the skiing trip in

February. Do you know how humiliating it was for me, having to tell Tara and Mimi that we

wouldn’t be joining them again this year? I had to tell them I was having labial realignment

surgery, but I could tell they didn’t believe me.

COLIN: I’m sorry, but –
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CHLOE: All those pitying looks. It was awful. And there they are, dolled up to the nines, and

me, sitting there in last year’s dress. I’ve been calling it Boho Chic, but that kind of excuse

only gets you so far. And what about Carly, eh? The poor love can’t even afford decent hair

extensions. I’m her mum, I should be able to take her away for a girl’s weekend at a spa, a bit

of pampering, some beauty treatments, but I can’t even do that! How sad is that? I hate to

say this, Colin, but we are poor, and it is your fault.

COLIN: Please don’t say that.

CHLOE: Doesn’t sound very nice, when you put it that way, does it?

COLIN: No. It doesn’t.

CHLOE: Do you remember all those things you promised me, when we got married? How

you were going to be such a success,  how you were going to have your own firm in ten

years. You said you were going to work your fingers to the bone to make me happy. Well, I’m

not happy, Colin. I’m not happy at all. I haven’t been happy for a long time.

COLIN: I’m sorry.

CHLOE: Yes, well, we’re all sorry. What are you going to do about it?

COLIN: I told you, I’m going to talk to -

CHLOE: Nothing, that’s what. As per bloody… always. Listen, if you want to be a poor,

miserable, down-trodden clerk for the rest of your life, fine. That’s your choice. But you’re

also inflicting your choice on your family. And I don’t think that’s very fair, do you?

COLIN: No.

CHLOE: The truth is, you’re selfish. You’re a selfish man, who only thinks about himself. I

work my fingers to the bone, looking after you and this house, and you won’t even do the

one little thing I ask you to do. One little thing, which would make us all so much happier, as

a family.

COLIN: I’m sorry.

CHLOE: You keep saying that. And all I can say is, so am I, Colin. So am I.

COLIN: Listen, I’ll get it sorted. Tomorrow, I promise –

CHLOE: Don’t promise me, Colin. I’ve heard your promises before, and it hurts my heart

when you break them, over and over again. Don’t promise me anything. Just do it, okay?

COLIN: Okay.

CHLOE: Ok. I’m going back to bed. All this stress has brought on one of my migraines.

COLIN: Sorry, darling. I won’t let you down, I promise.

CHLOE: I hope not. (exits, then pops her head round the door). Don’t forget the washing up.

Colin sighs, and picks up a plate. He stares at it for a while, then turns to face the audience.
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COLIN:

I didn’t have the dinner, but I have to clean the plate.

I’m paying the price as always for what someone else ate.

I rack my brains as best I can but I am just not able

To remember when I last feasted at life’s table.

Humbly I gather up the crumbs upon the floor

But inside I am Oliver, saying “Please, I want some more!”

Will it ever be my turn to dig into the meat?

Or am I fated to always watch as other people eat?

Cleaning up the dirty pots as the world stuffs its face?

No! I am a man and I will take my rightful place

At the laden table with its cloth so crisp and white

And no-one shall deny me now the food that is my right!

(He stands upright, motionless and proud, gazing at the audience for a few seconds, then…)

Shit! (he drops the plate on the table, grabs his coat and suitcase and flies out of the door)

Good morning, Mrs Pottinger! Can’t stop, I’m afraid!

FADE TO BLACKOUT

Scene 5

Colin’s office. Colin is dreamily writing, when Mr Sterling bursts in.

STERLING: Colin!

COLIN: I wasn’t!

STERLING: I’m glad to see you have made the effort to arrive on time this morning.

COLIN: Yes, sir.

STERLING: This laudable punctuality would seem to indicate a return to your formerly

impeccably serious and dependable form, hmm?

COLIN: Yes, sir.

STERLING: Excellent, excellent. Very satisfactory. In that case we shall say no more about it.

COLIN: Thank you, sir.
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STERLING: You proved yourself extremely competent with the stapler yesterday, Colin.

COLIN: (wincing) Yes, sir.

STERLING: Surprisingly so, indeed. I confess I did not have you down for a sportsman. Yet

you wielded that stapler like a biffer.

COLIN: Thank you, Mr Sterling. How is Mr Silver?

STERLING: Poor Mr Silver. He was badly shaken, not to mention abraded, squashed and

punctured. However, I am confident that he will recover. Sufficiently, at least, to continue

with his duties here at the firm. I expect to see him back at his desk next week.

COLIN: That’s good.

STERLING: It is, as you say, good. And it reflects well upon you that you should concern

yourself with his welfare, Colin. Collaboration, cohesion and congruity are paramount, here

at Sterling, Silver and F…. at Sterling and Silver.

COLIN: Absolutely, sir. Sir, if I may -

STERLING: As a company, we pride ourselves on our cooperation, adaptation and

ventilation.

COLIN: We do?

STERLING: Certainly.

COLIN: Jolly good. Um, Mr Sterling –

STERLING: Aspiration, consideration, commutation…

COLIN: Commutation?

STERLING: Propagation, fermentation, perspiration –

COLIN: Perspiration, yes, exactly! Sir –

STERLING: Fraternisation

COLIN: I’ve been meaning to talk to you –

STERLING: Ulceration

COLIN: About my pay review –

STERLING: Solicitation

COLIN: I feel that I’m ready –

STERLING: Superannuation

COLIN: No, I know I’m ready.

STERLING: Character assassination
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COLIN: To finally stand up, and take my rightful position –

STERLING: Constipation!

COLIN: As Mr Fortune’s successor!

COLIN/STERLING: What???

COLIN: Constipation?

STERLING: Did I hear you correctly?

COLIN: I don’t know, Sir.

STERLING: You wish to take over Mr F… you wish to take over his position? You wish to

become a director of the firm?

COLIN: Yes, sir. I do.

STERLING: This is most unfortunate, Colin. Most unfortunate.

COLIN: Why unfortunate, Sir?

STERLING: It never occurred to me…I mean, I never thought…never dreamed…

COLIN: Yes, Mr Sterling?

STERLING: Well, to be frank, Colin, I am astounded that you would think yourself capable of

stepping into Mr For… of taking his place.

COLIN: Why is that, Sir?

STERLING: Mr For… that man may have had his faults, his idiosyncrasies, his…disgracefully

criminal proclivities – but he was an excellent businessman for all that. A go-getter. A

pioneer. I’m sure you will agree.

COLIN: Yes, Sir.

STERLING: He had a vision, and he pursued it with vigour. One might almost say with vim,

mightn’t one?

COLIN: I suppose one might.

STERLING: He had energy. Drive. Professional acumen. Do you see what I’m saying?

COLIN: I think so, Sir.

STERLING: I am far from sure that you do. What I am saying, Colin, is that he had in

abundance all of the qualities we look for in a director, and all those qualities that you, sadly,

lack.

COLIN: Oh.
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STERLING: Now, please do not misunderstand me. I am not saying that we do not appreciate

your role in the firm. Far from it. Apart from the unfortunate aberration yesterday, which we

will not speak of again, you have been an irreproachable employee.

COLIN: Thank you, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: Solid. Dependable. Steady. Unimaginative. All of the qualities, in fact, which make

someone an excellent clerk.

COLIN: Thank you, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: An excellent clerk, Colin. Not an excellent director.

COLIN: I see.

STERLING: Do you, Colin? Do you really? I hope you do. I would so hate for there to be any

awkwardness. Here at Sterling, Silver and For – here at Sterling and Silver, we pride ourselves

on being one big, happy family.

COLIN: Do we?

STERLING: We certainly do. And when we are blessed with a new addition to our little

family, we like to do everything we can to make that new addition welcome, don’t we?

COLIN: Yes sir. What  - ?

STERLING: Jolly good. So I am sure that, despite any perfectly natural mild disappointment

that you might be feeling at this present moment, you will put emotion and self-interest to

one side and join me in welcoming our new director to the firm!

COLIN: New director? But –

STERLING: (opening the door and calling out) Miss Engel? Will you show our new director in

here, please?

COLIN: You’ve already found someone?

STERLING: Well, I think it would be more accurate to say that he found us. Used to work for

Copper, Cash and Moolah. Looking for a new challenge. Turned up just at the right time. I am

not a religious man, but I would almost be inclined to believe that he was sent to us by some

divine, benevolent power. (Mr Marvel enters with Angela) Colin, I would like to present to

you our new director, Mr Marvel.

MARVEL: It’s a pleasure to meet you, Colin.

COLIN: Crispin?

MARVEL: What?

COLIN: Jerome???

MARVEL: I don’t understand…

COLIN: Come on, I know it’s you. What is this, some kind of trick?
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MARVEL: What are you talking about?

COLIN: Where’s your cowbell?

MARVEL: Cowbell??

COLIN: It’s a prank, isn’t it? You’re all in on it, aren’t you? Did Carly put you up to it?

MARVEL: (to Mr Sterling) Is he alright?

COLIN: Oh, you’re very good, well done, top marks. But I mean, come on, that false beard

wouldn’t fool a child.

STERLING: Colin!

MARVEL: False beard?

COLIN: Yes, false beard! Look! (tugs on Marvel’s beard which, predictably, refuses to budge)

Look at this! (Tugs again, with identical results)

MARVEL: Get him off me!

STERLING: Colin! What in thunder do you think you are doing? Unhand Mr Marvel’s beard

this instant!

COLIN: It’s real? It’s not false?

MARVEL: Of course it’s real, you lunatic! Why would I wear a false beard?

COLIN: You’re not Jerome?

MARVEL: Who is Jerome?

COLIN: Or Crispin?

MARVEL: I don’t know anybody called Crispin!

STERLING: Nobody knows anybody called Crispin!

COLIN: Then…this isn’t a prank? You’re not winding me up?

STERLING: Winding you up? Here at Sterling, Silver and For – Sterling, Silver and Marvel, we

do not indulge in “wind-ups”!

COLIN: (hysterically) Sterling, Silver and Marvel? Then this really is the new director?

STERLING: Yes, Colin! This man that you just molested is the new company director, Mr

Marvel!

COLIN: (hysterically) This man? But…he’s not a man! Look at him! He’s a child!

MARVEL: He’s being very personal.

STERLING: How dare you –

COLIN: A toddler!
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MARVEL: I’m older than I look.

COLIN: An infant!

STERLING: Be quiet, this instant!

MARVEL: I have a baby face. It’s not my fault.

COLIN: (screaming) A foetus!

MARVEL: That’s why I grew a beard.

COLIN: A gleam -

STERLING: Colin! That is quite enough! I specifically asked you to extend a warm welcome to

Mr Marvel, not to assault his beard and call him a foetus!

MARVEL: It’s alright. It happens all the time.

STERLING: This is entirely unacceptable behaviour. I can only assume that you are having

some kind of breakdown.

COLIN: You chose him to be director. Twelve years I’ve slaved away here, and you chose a

child over me.

STERLING: That’s quite enough.

COLIN: Twelve years, chained to my desk with paper clips. Stapled to my swivel chair. What

do I have to do? What more can I give?

STERLING: You are drivelling, Colin. You are raving. I would advise you to go home at once

and consider your position and your behaviour.

COLIN: My position! At the bottom, that’s my position. Always at the bottom of the bloody

heap. The arse of the pile. The buttocks of the bag.

STERLING: Colin! There is a lady present. I will not tolerate profanity.

COLIN: IT’S FRENCH!

STERLING: French? This is the final straw. Miss Engel, I am going to take Mr Marvel to the

recovery room. Please ensure that Colin is off the premises before we re-emerge.

ANGELA: Yes, Mr Sterling.

STERLING: And Colin? If you are still …unwell tomorrow, please do not come into the office.

We do not want a repeat of the Mr For – of that particular episode. Take all the time you

need. I will dock your pay accordingly.

(Sterling and Marvel exit. Colin slumps into his chair and stares into space)

ANGELA: Excuse me, um…

COLIN: Colin.
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ANGELA: Sorry, Colin, of course. Come on, Colin, I think you should go home.

COLIN: Do you?

ANGELA: I do, yes. You’ll feel ever so much better when you’ve had a bit of a lie down.

COLIN: Will I?

ANGELA: Of course you will. And water. Drink lots of water.

COLIN: Will that help?

ANGELA: Definitely. Most people forget to drink enough water, but it’s very important.

Dehydration’s terribly bad for you.

COLIN: Do you think I’m dehydrated?

ANGELA: Maybe. It can do funny things to your mind, dehydration.

COLIN: So you don’t think I’m mad?

ANGELA: No, of course you’re not mad! You’ve just had a bit of a turn, that’s all. You’ll feel

right as rain in the morning.

COLIN: You’re so kind.

ANGELA: Let’s get you up then, shall we? (takes his arm)

COLIN: (getting up) You’re such a kind person.

ANGELA: Now, have you got all your things? Here’s your briefcase. Did you have a coat? I

can’t remember.

COLIN: No. I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone as kind as you.

ANGELA: Ready to go then, Alan?

COLIN: Colin. I’m writing you a poem! It’s almost finished. Would you like to hear it? I can

recite it for you.

ANGELA: That’s very sweet of you. Maybe some other time?

COLIN: Okay.

ANGELA: Come on then…um…

COLIN: Colin.

ANGELA: Come on then, Colin. I’ll call you a taxi.

COLIN: Thank you.

(They exit)

BLACKOUT
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INTERVAL

ACT 2

Scene 1

Colin and Chloe’s kitchen. It is empty, apart from the still dirty dishes. Colin enters, and gazes

around. He sits at the table and puts his head in his hands. He picks up one of the wine

bottles and upends it to check that it is really empty. A drop falls onto his fingers, which he

sucks pensively. He pulls himself together, stands up and starts stacking the dishes ready to

wash. As he does so, he notices something gleaming on the table. It’s a ring. He stares at it

for a while, turning it over in his fingers. Then he walks to the window and looks out into the

street. He comes back to the table and stands for a while, apparently deep in thought. Then,

slowly, he goes to the door leading upstairs and exits. We hear his footsteps as he climbs the

stairs. Then the sound of a door opening, and a shrill scream.

MARCUS: (off) Shit! Colin! Listen, this isn’t-

CHLOE: (off) Oh my God. Oh my God. Look, please, listen…Colin! Colin?

Footsteps thunder back down the stairs, and Colin enters in a hurry. He puts both hands on

the table and breathes heavily. He clutches convulsively at his stomach, as though he were

going to be sick. Chloe enters, wearing her negligée, followed by Marcus in an open shirt and

pants.

CHLOE: Colin, I’m so sorry, I didn’t want you to find out like this -

MARCUS: We weren’t expecting you back this early.

CHLOE: What are you doing here, anyway?

MARCUS: Yeah, it’s the middle of the afternoon.

COLIN: I was sent home.

CHLOE: Sent home? Why?

COLIN: I hardly think that’s important right now, do you?-

CHLOE: No, sorry. Look, we were going to tell you –

MARCUS: Were we?

CHLOE: Yes! Of course we were. We were just waiting for the right moment.

MARCUS: I didn’t think he had to know –
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CHLOE: Of course he had to know! We couldn’t keep our love a secret for ever.

MARCUS/COLIN: Love?

CHLOE: Yes, love! Look, Marcus, would you just go and get dressed please?

MARCUS: But –

CHLOE: Now, please! I have to talk to Colin.

MARCUS: Alright. I’ll just be… yeah. Sorry. (exits)

Colin sits down.

CHLOE: (sits opposite him) Colin? Colin, look, I mean it, I’m sorry you found out this way.

That can’t have been very nice. But in a way, I’m glad it’s all out in the open now. No more

sneaking around. It’s a weight off my mind, if I’m honest.

COLIN: Is it? That’s nice for you.

CHLOE: (earnestly) Yes. It is. I mean, it’s been a long time coming, hasn’t it?

COLIN: What has?

CHLOE: Well, you know. Me and you. Us. We haven’t been right for a long time.

COLIN: I thought we were doing ok.

CHLOE: No, you didn’t. Be honest.

COLIN: I am being honest. I thought we were fine. Just plodding along, you know.

CHLOE: Plodding along! (pause) Did you think we were happy?

COLIN: Well, what is happiness, really? When you think about it.

CHLOE: Don’t avoid the question.

COLIN: I mean, it’s all relative, isn’t it? I was reading the other day, they’ve done a study…

CHLOE: Oh please, not a study -

COLIN: It’s quantitative, looking at the positives and negatives, I think it was Harvard…

CHLOE: Please, Colin –

COLIN: Or possibly Cambridge, anyway, it was a long study, they were very thorough –

CHLOE: Oh God!

COLIN: And it turns out it’s all about proactivity and positivity…

CHLOE: No, it’s not.

COLIN: You need to set yourself achievable goals, tasks –

CHLOE: No, you don’t.
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COLIN: Sleep, too, they talked a lot about sleep, how important it is, maybe you’re just not

sleeping well –

CHLOE: I’m sleeping just fine.

COLIN: Well, what about water, then? Somebody said something about water, it’s very

important, it can make your head go funny if you don’t have enough –

CHLOE: You’re not listening to me!

COLIN: (loudly) And too much television! There are things we can do, we can fix this, it’s just

an aberration –

CHLOE: No it’s not!

COLIN: (loudly) I’ll ask for a pay rise again, I promise, I’ll be firm, I’ll give them an ultimatum -

CHLOE: Please stop.

COLIN: (loudly) We’ll put it all behind us. We’ll go on holiday to Namibia, like you wanted -

CHLOE: (loudly) It’s too late, Colin!

COLIN: (loudly) We’ll laugh about this one day, you’ll see.

CHLOE! (shouting) No! We won’t! It’s over!

COLIN: (screaming) He’s my brother!!! (long pause) (quietly) He’s my bloody brother. How

could you, Chloe? How could you?

Long pause.

CHLOE: I’m sorry.

(Marcus enters, dressed)

MARCUS: So am I. I never meant…I didn’t think…I mean, obviously you -

COLIN: It’s alright.

MARCUS: No, it’s not alright, of course it’s not, I just want – me and Eleanor, you know,

we’re … anyway, I just wanted…

COLIN: Look, you don’t have to –

MARCUS: It’s just that we – I mean, Chloe and I – we -

COLIN: Marcus, please can you go?

MARCUS: But we need to talk about this, you and me I mean, there are things we need to –

COLIN: Not today.

MARCUS: But –

COLIN: Please, Marcus. Not…I can’t…
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CHLOE: I think it’s best you go, darling.

COLIN: Darling!

CHLOE: Shit. Sorry.

MARCUS: Really? You don’t think I’d better –

COLIN: Just go, darling. Go on. Get in your ridiculous car, and drive it all the way home to

your wife.

MARCUS: Ridiculous c-?? Sorry. Okay. Right. I’ll just…

CHLOE: Yes.

MARCUS: And you’ll…

CHLOE: Yes.

MARCUS: Okay then. Okay. Er…Bye.

(he goes to kiss Chloe, but she shakes her head and raises her hand to stop him)

CHLOE: Bye.

MARCUS: Bye.

(Marcus exits)

CHLOE: Do you want to talk about it?

COLIN: Not really.

CHLOE: You’re going to have to at some point, you know.

COLIN: I know.

CHLOE: It’s essential to be completely open in this kind of situation.

COLIN: Yes.

CHLOE: It will clear your mind, help you to achieve closure, and give you strength during the

grieving process.

COLIN: Oh good.

CHLOE: So, you just let me know when you’re ready, okay?

COLIN: Okay.

CHLOE: Okay. I’m going to go and have a bath. I can feel a migraine coming on. (starts for the

door, then turns and looks at Colin) It’s not all your fault, you know.

(Chloe exits. Colin sits at the kitchen table, staring into space)
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SLOW FADE INTO BLACKOUT

Scene 2

Colin and Chloe’s kitchen. Morning. Colin is sitting at the kitchen table. He is eating cereal. A

clock is ticking. It is raining.

Carly enters, backwards, wrapped around Thumper, who has red hair.

THUMPER: I don’t WANNA go!

CARLY: I know! But you have to.

THUMPER: But I don’t WANNA!

CARLY: I know, but –

THUMPER: Who is THAT?

CARLY: (turning) Oh. That’s my Dad.

THUMPER: Your DAD? That is FUCKING BRILLIANT!

CARLY: Okay, whatever. Dad, this is Thumper. He plays the drums.

COLIN: (listlessly) Hello, Thumper.

THUMPER: Man, you are my kind of dude. We need to hang out. What are you doing today?

I know this TOTALLY BITCHIN’ –

CARLY: He’s going to work.

THUMPER: Ah MAN, that sucks ASS. Another time, yeah?

COLIN: Definitely, yes. I mean, yeah.

THUMPER: Cool, man, COOL. We’ll have a PROPER night. It’ll be MEGA. You need to meet

the rest of the band, they are gonna LOVE you. You are a total LEGEND. (heading for the

door) Man, I thought I was fucking outrageous, but I have never put VODKA on MUESLI.

Dude is hardcore. HARD-CORE! (wanders out, shaking his head)

CARLY: (calling after him) Bye then! (shuts the door). You’re not really eating muesli and

vodka are you, Dad? (picks up bowl and sniffs it) Jesus, Dad! (Long pause). Are you not going

to say something really unfunny, then?

COLIN: About what?

CARLY: About Thumper.

COLIN: Oh. No.

CARLY: What, no hilarious rabbit jokes? (Colin shakes his head.) What’s the matter with you?

Are you ill?
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COLIN: Your mother…

CARLY: What?

COLIN: Your mother, she…

CARLY: She what? Mum’s not ill, is she? Dad? Is mum ok?

COLIN: She…she’s been…seeing your uncle Marcus.

CARLY: Oh. Yeah.

COLIN: You knew?

CARLY: Yeah. They’ve been at it for ages.

COLIN: Ages? How long?

CARLY: About six months, I think. Maybe longer, I dunno.

COLIN: Six months!

CARLY: Give or take.

COLIN: How did you know?

CARLY: I’m not totally blind, that’s how. She’s not exactly discreet. How did you find out?

(Colin shakes his head) Oh. Did you catch them at it? (Colin nods) Ew. God, that’s like, totally

disgusting. Sorry, Dad.

COLIN: Thank you. I think she’s going to leave me. Leave us.

CARLY: For Uncle Marcus?

COLIN: Yes.

CARLY: Christ. That’s a bit drastic. Look, Dad, I know what Mum’s doing is shitty, but she’s

…she’s not happy here. I don’t think she’s been happy for a long time. Maybe ever.

COLIN: Yes. So she said.

CARLY: So, maybe she’s doing the right thing.

COLIN: For her.

CARLY: Yeah, for her. You can’t blame her for that, for looking for happiness.

COLIN: But why couldn’t she have found it with us? Why couldn’t she be happy with us?

CARLY: You keep saying us. Don’t bring me into this, Dad. It’s not me she’s unhappy with, it’s

you.

COLIN: But why? What did I do wrong?

CARLY: Nothing, really. But you didn’t do anything right, either.

COLIN: That doesn’t make any sense.
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CARLY: Look, Mum just wants more than…(looking round the kitchen) more than this.

COLIN: Than what?

CARLY: Than this! She wants more than muesli, and novelty aprons, and plastic table-cloths,

and gas bills.

COLIN: Oh.

CARLY: She wants more than crosswords, and recycling days, and replacement bus services,

and neighbourhood watch, and coffee mornings, and local newsletters, and hanging out the

washing and poetry competitions. (pause, then gently) She wants more than you can give

her.

COLIN: And does she think that Marcus can give it to her?

CARLY: I dunno. But Uncle Marcus – yeah he’s a bit of a dick, but he’s got a spark, you know?

COLIN: A spark?

CARLY: Yeah, you know, he’s got something about him, a bit of drive, a bit of get up and go.

COLIN: And I don’t?

CARLY: Not really. Sorry. Uncle Marcus, he’s…well, he’s Porsche Panamera. And you’re…
SouthEastern rail.

COLIN: I see.

CARLY: He’s big house in the country, and you’re…semi-detached in suburbia.

COLIN: Yes, thank you, I get it.

CARLY: It’s just not enough for her, Dad.

COLIN: So, what you’re actually saying is that it’s all about money.

CARLY: No! That’s not it! It’s about having the balls to go out there and get money.

COLIN: (getting angry) She’s prepared to throw twenty-eight years of marriage down the

drain for money. Love, loyalty, fidelity, those things mean less to her than cold, hard cash.

CARLY: No, you’re not listening –

COLIN: (angry) She’s disappointed in me. Well, I’m disappointed in her! I thought she was a

good person. I thought she was a kind person. And now, after twenty-eight years, I find out

that she’s nothing but a shallow, mercenary, calculating bitch!

CARLY: Dad, come on, that’s not fair –

COLIN: (standing, and putting on his coat) Tell Marcus he can have her. I’m done. Eleanor’s

going to tear her limb from limb, and serves her bloody well right.

CARLY: You don’t get it! You need to fight for her!
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COLIN: (downing the last of the vodka from the bottle) Why? Why would I bother? I don’t

want her. Frankly, I’m better off without her. Freedom! Plenty more sish in the flea.

CARLY: You’re not going to work, are you?

COLIN: Of course I am. And do you know why? Because I’m dependable. Because I

understand the meaning of loyalty. Because I don’t shirk my pesponsirilities!

CARLY: But you’re shit faced.

COLIN: Nevertheless! I will not let them down. “God, I will pack and take a train and get me

to England once again!”

CARLY: You’re already in England!

COLIN: I know! But Rupert Brooke wasn’t! He was in Antwerp, getting his arse handed to

him by the Germans, but did he give up? Did he say “Oh, I’m bored with this now, I think I’ll

go home”? No! He did not! Nothing could make him break his faith, break his promise! Not

the dirt, not the blood, not the guns, not the bombs, not the stench of death, nothing! HE.

STUCK. IT. OUT. (long pause) And so shall I. Now, if you will excuse me, I have a train to catch.

(Colin exits)

FADE TO BLACKOUT

Scene 3

Colin’s office. Sterling and Miss Engel are having an animated discussion.

ANGELA: He’s probably just been held up, Mr Sterling. I’m sure there’s nothing to worry

about.

STERLING: Held up? How could he possibly have been held up? (waving his mobile) I have

been monitoring the trains assiduously, and, with the exception of the 09.22 which appears

to have suffered an unfortunate incident with a trespassing ungulate, each and every one

has arrived within two minutes of its scheduled time. Yet it is now 09.58, and, as you can

see, or rather, you can’t, no Colin.

ANGELA: Colin! That’s it. I don’t know why I can’t get that to stay in my head.

STERLING: I fear the worst, Miss Engel. His state of mind when he left the office yesterday

was far from pacific. I confess to having felt some slight apprehension concerning his

intentions. It was something of a relief to find Mr Marvel unscathed this morning.

ANGELA: Oh, I’m sure Neville would –

STERLING: Colin.

ANGELA: Sorry – Colin would never scathe Mr Marvel!
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STERLING: I wish I shared your confidence. Miss Engel, you are young. You are innocent. You

are, if you will forgive me, naïve. You have not seen the things I have seen. You have not as

yet, and pray God never shall have, any concept of the wickedness which lurks in the

underbelly of man.

ANGELA: All men?

STERLING: All men.

ANGELA: Oh, surely not! There must be some good men in the world?

STERLING: There are two types of men in this world. Those that contrive to harness the

beast within, and those that…do not. I shall say no more.

ANGELA: Oh, Mr Sterling! You must have seen some terrible things.

STERLING: Indeed I have, Miss Engel, but some things are better left unspoken. I can tell you

only this –

Colin enters

ANGELA: Neil!

STERLING: Colin!

COLIN: No! Yes!

ANGELA: Are you alright?

STERLING: So you eventually deign to show your face, hmm?

COLIN: No! Yes!

ANGELA: Are you hurt?

STERLING: Are you drunk?

COLIN: No! Yes!

ANGELA: Is there anything I can do?

STERLING: You do realise this is utterly unacceptable behaviour?

COLIN: No! Yes!

ANGELA: Shall I get you a cup of tea?

STERLING: Do you take me for a fool, Colin?

COLIN: No! Yes!

STERLING: I beg your pardon?

COLIN: Sorry, No, I didn’t mean…I meant to say… actually, yes. Yes, I do. I do take you for a

fool. I’ve taken you for a fool for a very long time. A very, very long time. But I’m not going to
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any more. Take you, I mean. I’m not going to take you anymore. Or this – (gestures to his

desk) - or this (pushes some papers off his desk) - or this (kicks over his waste paper bin)

ANGELA: Adrian!

STERLING: How dare you!

COLIN: I’ve had it! Had it, do you hear me? I’m sick of it, sick of being pushed around, and

ignored, and overlooked, and treated with contempt.

STERLING: I have never -

COLIN: Good old Colin! Reliable Colin! Boring Colin! Do-gooding, pushover, expendable

minion Colin!

STERLING: Sterling, Silver and –

COLIN: And Marvel! Sterling, Silver and Marvel! Not Sterling, Silver and Colin, God no,

heaven forfend, anything but that!

(Mr Marvel puts his head round the door)

MARVEL: Did I hear my –

COLIN: (pointing at him) But this? This mewling babe? Come in! Welcome! Have a seat!

Don’t forget to wipe your feet on the Colin!

STERLING: Run away, Marvel! It’s not safe! Get to the recovery room, I will join you shortly!

(Mr Marvel disappears in a hurry)

COLIN: Well, not any more, do you hear me? This is my time! It’s time for Colin to stand up

and be counted! My new life begins today!

STERLING: What new life?

COLIN: I’ll show you that I am someone to be reckoned with! The mouse has roared!

ANGELA: Oh my goodness.

STERLING: What in God’s name are you blithering about, man?

COLIN: I’ll tell you what I’m blithering about! I want you to make me a director of the firm!

Make me a director! Give me a pay rise! Now!

STERLING: No! A million infinite universes of no!

COLIN: Fine! Then I resign! (long pause) Then I resign.

STERLING: An excellent notion! I beg that you do so. Nay, I demand that you do so. Now.

Effective this minute. Pack your traps and leave, and never darken the portals of Sterling,

Silver and For… of Sterling, Silver and Marvel again.

COLIN: As you wish, Mr Sterling.



43

STERLING: Miss Engel? Please remain with Colin until he has collected his things and vacated

the premises. Make sure you take his key. He is clearly in no fit state to be trusted. If he

causes you any trouble, make a high-pitched sound and I will call the police.

ANGELA: Where will you be, Mr Sterling?

STERLING: I am going to reassure Mr Marvel. He will be much alarmed by events, and in

need of comfort. I have every faith in your ability to handle the situation, Miss Engel. (walks

to the door) I am bitterly disappointed in you, Colin. Bitterly disappointed. You have let me

down.

(exits)

ANGELA: (gently) Do you have anything you need to collect? (Colin shakes his head) No

personal items? (Colin shakes his head). Alright. Here’s your bag.

COLIN: Thank you.

ANGELA: I’m going to have to ask you for your key, I’m afraid. (Colin hands it over) Thank

you. I’m so very sorry about all of this, Colin.

COLIN: You called me Colin!

ANGELA: Pardon?

COLIN: You remembered my name!

ANGELA: Oh! Yes. I did, didn’t I?

COLIN: I’ve written you a poem.

ANGELA: That’s lovely of you.

COLIN: Would you like to hear it?

ANGELA: Well, I don’t think now’s really the –

COLIN: It’s not very long. Please! I want you to hear it.

ANGELA: All right then.

(Colin fishes in his pocket and draws out a tatty piece of paper)

COLIN: Okay, here goes.

‘There is a woman named Angela,

Named for the angels but better by far

In goodness, nobody is on a par

With Angela.

Eyes like an ocean and hair like a field

She smiles and my weary heart it is healed
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For her, a sword or an axe I would wield

But never a shield.

If this world were a fairer place

A throne in a palace she would grace

Coins all would bear her face

Queen of the race.

I am unworthy to speak her name

And yet I do it all the same

My lips her wonder do declaim

For I am aflame.’

ANGELA: Is that it?

COLIN: Um. Yes. What do you think?

ANGELA: Honestly?

COLIN: Yes.

ANGELA: Well it’s…um…

COLIN: Yes? Please tell me. I need to know.

ANGELA: (pause) I don’t like it.

COLIN: You don’t?

ANGELA: No.

COLIN: Why not?

ANGELA: Well, it’s…not a very good poem, is it? Really.

COLIN: Oh.

ANGELA: I’m sorry, Colin. You said you wanted me to be honest.

COLIN: Yes. I did. Do you not like poetry?

ANGELA: No, I do…

COLIN: Maybe you just didn’t understand it. There are some subtle nuances in there, which

you may have missed - if I could explain them to you?

ANGELA: I studied English Literature at university.

COLIN: Oh.

ANGELA: That’s why I’ve ended up as a receptionist.
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COLIN: I see.

ANGELA: My favourite poet is William Blake.

COLIN: He’s very good. Tyger Tyger, and all that. I like Rupert Brooke best.

ANGELA: I quite like him too. (pause) Your poem wasn’t awful.

COLIN: Thank you.

ANGELA: I mean, the scanning was a bit off, but… I think the main problem is, it lacks heart.

COLIN: What do you mean?

ANGELA: Well… there are lots of words in there, but they aren’t saying anything real. You

don’t… it doesn’t make you feel anything. It doesn’t speak to you. There’s no passion, no

fire, no…truth. It’s all just pretty words, which are lovely, don’t get me wrong, but that’s…
well, that’s just not enough. Do you see what I mean?

COLIN: Not enough. Not…enough.

ANGELA: No.

COLIN: Never enough. I see that now.

ANGELA: (pause) Are you very upset?

COLIN: No. No, I’m not upset.

“I'd watched the sorrow of the evening sky,

And smelt the sea, and earth, and the warm clover,

And heard the waves, and the seagull's mocking cry.

And in them all was only the old cry,

That song they always sing — "The best is over!

You may remember now, and think, and sigh,

O silly lover!"

And I was tired and sick that all was over,

And because I,

For all my thinking, never could recover

One moment of the good hours that were over.

And I was sorry and sick, and wished to die.”

Do you know how Rupert Brooke died?

ANGELA: No.
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COLIN: An infected mosquito bite. They couldn’t kill him with guns, or with bombs, or with

tanks, no matter how hard they tried. In the end, it was a mosquito that did for him. (pause)

A tiny, little mosquito. (picks up his bag) Goodbye, Angela.

(Colin exits. Angela goes to the window. There is a sudden screech of tyres, a blaring car

horn, and the sound of an impact. Angela gasps in shock)

BLACKOUT

Scene 4

A hospital room. Colin is lying in a bed. There is some peaceful, rhythmic machine bleeping

going on.

Chloe bursts in.

Chloe: Darling! They told me you were awake! I can’t believe it!

Colin: (not opening his eyes) Hello, Chloe.

Chloe: How are you feeling?

Colin: I’m not sure yet.

Chloe: I’m not surprised. Two months in a coma. Two whole months!

Colin: (opening his eyes) I’m finding it difficult to get my head round that concept, to be

honest.

Chloe: I’m not surprised. Shall I get a paper? Show you today’s date?

Colin: No, it’s alright, I believe you. Is this a private room?

Chloe: Yes.

Colin: (sitting up a little) We can’t afford this, Chloe. Can you ask them to put me back in the

main ward, please?

Chloe: No, don’t worry, it’s okay! Mr Sterling has paid for it all!

Colin: Mr Sterling?

Chloe: Yes. He says that, according to the terms of your contract, the company insurance will

cover it.

Colin: But… I wasn’t injured on company premises. It doesn’t make any sense.

Chloe: Well, I don’t know about that, but he said he’d work it out, and he has. We haven’t

had to pay a penny.

Colin: This doesn’t sound like him at all. He counts the sugar cubes in the office cupboards.

He doesn’t just hand out money. Especially not to me.
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Chloe: He also said that, subject to a thorough and favourable psychiatric review, you can

have your job back as soon as you’re well enough.

Colin: I don’t understand this at all. (suddenly suspicious) What did you do?

Chloe: I don’t know what you mean.

Colin: Mr Sterling hates me. How did you do it?

Chloe: I didn’t do anything. I just had a quick chat with him, and he was very reasonable

about the whole thing. I thought he was quite nice, actually.

Colin: Nice??

Chloe: Mmm. He’s an old pussycat, really. You just need to know how to handle him.

Colin: A pus… No. (sinking down again) No. I don’t want to know. I don’t think I can bear it.

Chloe: Oh darling, are you alright? I’m sorry, I probably shouldn’t be going on like this. I’m

just so relieved you’re awake. Do you know, at one point they weren’t sure you were going

to make it. I’ve been very worried.

Colin: Have you?

Chloe: Well of course I have! You’re my husband, I love you. I’ve been frantic. They said that

even if you did wake up, your brain might be scrambled.

Colin: I’m not sure it isn’t.

Chloe: How many fingers am I holding up?

Colin: (squinting) Three.

Chloe: You see? You’re going to be just fine!

Colin: You’re still wearing your wedding ring.

Chloe: Yes. I’ve been doing a lot of soul searching over the past couple of months, Colin.

Trying to find myself, you know. Figure out who I really am, what my essence is. Who is

Chloe? What does she want?

Colin: She wants to go glamping in Namibia.

Chloe: That was the old Chloe. During my exploration of self I had to face some challenging

truths, but I have worked hard, and I am now ready to admit that I may, in the past, have

attached too much value to the purely materialistic.

Colin: What does that mean?

Chloe: It means that, in my quest for self validation by means of the tangible, I may have

sometimes come across as a little bit greedy and selfish. (Colin opens his mouth, and she

holds up a hand) No, please don’t argue. I am no longer afraid to look in the mirror, and to

see myself as I am…
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Colin: Actually, I was going to agree with you.

Chloe:… or rather, as I was. That point is, I hadn’t realised how much my unhappiness had

affected you, ColinI I was so wrapped up in my own suffering that I was blind to yours.It

wasn’t entirely my fault, of course - i mean, you always hid it so well!  But then, when you

tried to kill yourself, I realised. I finally understood.

Colin: But I didn’t -

Chloe: It was just the wake up call that I needed, if I’m honest. Thanks to this period of crisis,

I am a better person now. I have come to realise that I am luckier than many others in this

world. I have a roof over my head, and food to eat, and have you, and I have Carly, and it

doesn’t matter if we go on holiday to Spain every year, so long as we are together.

Colin: What about Marcus?

Chloe: Marcus is part of my past. It was the old Chloe who made that mistake. He was

nothing, merely a symptom of my mental and spiritual confusion.

Colin: So, you’re not with him any more.

Chloe: No. I went deep into myself to seek guidance, and I realised that my true happiness

did not lie with Marcus, but with you.

Colin: Oh.

Chloe: Is that all you can say? Oh?

Colin: I mean… that’s nice.

Chloe: It will be, my darling. It will be nice. I’ve learnt so much, on my spiritual journey, and

now I can teach you. I can help you.

Colin: Help me?

Chloe: Yes! To find out who you are. To achieve self-actualisation, and unlock your true

potential. You have the capacity to be a great man, Colin.

Colin: Define great.

Chloe: All will become clear as we make the journey. But I believe in you, Colin. I have faith

in you.

Colin: (sinking down) Oh, good.

Chloe: Anyway, all that can wait until you’re better. The important thing for now is that we’re

together again. You, me and Carly. We’ll be a proper family.

Colin: Oh my God! Carly! I haven’t even asked - how is she?

Chloe: She’s fine. She’s practically been living here for the past couple of months, I’ve hardly

seen her.

Colin: Has she really? That’s very nice of her.
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Chloe: I suppose so. Oh, before I forget, I brought you a book! (she rummages in her

handbag) Here it is.

Colin: The collected poems of Siegfried Sassoon. Great. Thanks.

Chloe: I know how much you like him. (getting up) Anyway, I need a coffee and a banana. I

rushed straight over when I got the call, didn’t have time for breakfast. Can I get you

anything, my darling?

Colin: Actually, I’d really like some cereal.

Chloe: I’ll find you some muesli.

Colin: No, not muesli. Choco Floofs, please.

Chloe: Choco Floofs? Are you sure? They’ve got no nutritional value at all, you know.

Colin: I’m sure.

Chloe: Fine. When your bowels become clogged, don’t blame me. (kisses him quickly) I’ll be

back soon, okay?

Colin: Okay. Thank you.

(Chloe goes to the door then turns)

Chloe: I love you, darling.

Colin manages a smile, and opens his mouth, but nothing comes out. There is an awkward

pause, then Carly bursts in, knocking into Chloe)

Carly: Dad! Oops, sorry, Mum. Welcome back, Dad! How’s the head?

Colin: Fine, thank you love.

Carly: (giving him the middle finger) How many fingers am I holding up?

Colin: Ha ha, very funny. (giving her the V sign) How many fingers am I holding up?

Carly: You are feeling better!

Chloe: I’m going to get some food, if anyone’s interested.

Carly: Ooh, can I have a bacon sandwich?

Chloe: Wouldn’t you rather have some nice fruit?

Carly: No thanks.

Chloe: You’re going to ruin your figure if you carry on like this, you know.

Carly: Don’t worry, I’ll burn it off. I am getting regular exercise, you know.

Chloe: (sighing in a long suffering fashion) Fine. One bacon roll and some Choco Floofs

coming up. I despair, I really do.
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She exits

Carly: Choco Floofs? Are those for you?

Colin: Yes. I’ve decided to live a little.

Carly: Good for you. And… (she rummages in her handbag) I’ve snuck you in some vodka to

put on them. Breakfast of champions.

Colin: (laughing) That’s very kind, but I think I’ll pass.

Carly: Well. Keep it in your table drawer for later. And don’t tell mum.

Colin: I won’t. She says it’s all over between her and Marcus.

Carly: Oh yeah, that nose dived ages ago. Are you pleased?

Colin: Yes. I think so.

Carly: You are going to take her back, aren’t you?

Colin: Probably.

Carly: I know she can be a bit of a nightmare sometimes, but, you know, you’re married. It

would be silly to chuck it all away, don’t you think?

Colin: She tells me she’s changed. Found herself. Become a better person.

Carly: Yeah, well, that’s debatable. But if you think about it, Dad - you’re all she’s got.

Colin: I suppose so. Anyway. She also tells me you’ve been spending a lot of time here, while

I was in the coma.

Carly: Oh! Yeah.

Colin: I really appreciate that, Carly. I’ve been feeling… well, a bit low. As you know. And it

means a lot to me to know that you love me, and that you were worried about me.

Carly: Don’t mention it.

Colin: No, really. It gives me hope, you know? A reason to keep going. A -

Dr Nowak walks in with a clipboard

Dr Nowak: Mr Carpenter! I am very pleased to see you awake. Bright eyed and bushy tailed!

Colin: Thumper?

Dr Nowak: Ahahaha, a certain amount of confusion is inevitable at first, and most

understandable. I am not a cartoon rabbit, Mr Carpenter. I am your doctor.

Carly: Dad, this is Dr Nowak. (turning to the doctor) Hi, Igor.

She wraps herself around him, and they embrace passionately)

Colin: Um…
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Dr Nowak (disentangling himself) My apologies, Mr Carpenter. As you can see, your

daughter and I are… acquainted.

Colin: Yes, I do see. Can you please tell me -

Carly: What time do you get off?

Dr Nowak: In about seven hours.

Carly: Boo, that’s ages.

Colin: When do you think I’ll be able to -

Dr Nowak: May I have the pleasure of your company tonight?

Carly: You can have the pleasure of my company now.

Dr Nowak: My kochanie, I am on duty.

Carly: Come on. Just ten minutes.

Dr Nowak: I have patients.

Carly: Well, I’m impatient. Is there a room free?

Dr Nowak: Old Mr Westbrook has just died -

Carly: Great! Let’s go.

She starts to tow him from the room.

Colin: Doctor, before you go, can I just ask -

Dr Nowak: I am sorry, Mr Carpenter. I must go now, for urgent duties, but I will be back very

soon to see you and discuss your excellent progress. Yes?

Colin: (sighing) Yes.

Carly: Bye, Dad! See you later!

They exit. Colin contemplates the ceiling for a few seconds, then Marcus enters, holding

grapes.

Marcus: Knock knock.

Colin: You’re already in the room. Why didn’t you just knock on the door?

Marcus: I didn’t want to wake you up.

Colin: That makes no sense.

Marcus: Course it does. Here. (he puts the grapes on Colin’s lap)

Colin: Thank you.

Marcus: Traditional, you know.
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Colin: Yes.

There is a long, awkward silence.

Marcus: Colin, mate. I just wanted to say I’m sorry.

Colin: For what?

Marcus: Well, you know.

Colin: For sleeping with my wife, or for running me over in your car?

Marcus: Oh. You remember that, then.

Colin: Of course I bloody remember! It was the last thing I saw, before everything went black

- your face peering down at me!

Marcus: You just wandered out into the road…

Colin: I was crossing the road! Then you came at me, like a bat out of hell, in your stupid

genital-compensation-mobile -

Marcus: Hey, now, steady on -

Colin: And bam! Up in the air I went!

Marcus: It was an accident, I swear. I didn’t see you…

Colin: Were you drunk?

Marcus: No! It wasn’t even lunchtime.

Colin: But you were speeding, and you ran me over.

Marcus: Sorry. You won’t tell them, will you?

Colin: They? Do you mean the police? Don’t they already know?

Marcus: Not exactly. I told them that you were suicidal, that you walked out into the street

in front of me on purpose.

Colin: And they believed you?

Marcus: (starting to eat the grapes) Chloe backed me up, said you were devastated about

the collapse of your marriage. And Carly told them about the vodka muesli.

Colin: Oh, God.

Marcus: And your boss confirmed that you were having a mental breakdown.

Colin: Mr Sterling did?

Marcus: Yep. So did Angela.

Colin: You saw Angela?

Marcus: Yeah. She saw the whole thing from the window and came running down.
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Colin: I wish she hadn’t had to see that. How is she?

Marcus: (still eating the grapes) Oh, yeah, she’s great. Really, really great.

Colin: But hold on, if she saw it, then she knows I didn’t do it on purpose.

Marcus: Well, yeah, but… actually, there’s something you need to know.

Colin: Oh?

Marcus: Yeah. I don’t want to send you into a relapse or anything, but I feel I should tell you

before someone else does. Better coming from me, I think. It’s about me and Angela.

Colin: Yes?

Marcus: You see, the thing is, we’re sort of … together.

Colin: Together as in… a couple?

Marcus: Yes.

Colin: You and Angela.

Marcus: Yes. We didn’t mean for it to happen, but there was just, like, an instant connection,

you know?

Colin: Was there?

Marcus: Our eyes met over your lifeless body -

Colin: It wasn’t lifeless.

Marcus: And it was just, like… KAPOW!

Colin: Kapow. I see.

Marcus: I couldn’t fight it, and neither could she. I’ve left Eleanor, and I’ve moved in with

Angela.

Colin: That was quick.

Marcus; (eating more grapes) That’s because this is the real thing, mate, I can feel it. She’s

amazing, totally amazing. At last I understand what true love is.

Colin: Well. If you’re happy, then I’m happy for you.

Marcus: Thanks. I must say, you’re taking this really well. I was worried it might be

something of a downer for you, what with you having had a bit of a crush on her, you know.

Colin: Yes. Well. That’s life, I suppose.

Marcus: Chloe didn’t take it so well, I’m afraid.

Colin: Chloe? But I thought that was all over.

Marcus: It is. I couldn’t carry on seeing her, not once I’d met Angela.
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Colin: Hang on - so it was you who dumped Chloe? Not the other way around?

Marcus: Yep. Clean break. I felt bad about it, of course. She was devastated. Crying, constant

phone calls, begging, threatening, the works.

Colin: Really.

Marcus: Yep. (eating more grapes) But I’ll tell you something; having Angela in my life has

really made me see Chloe in a new light. I mean, she’s fun, don’t get me wrong. And great in

the sack. But that’s not enough, is it? A man needs to be loved, cared for, nurtured,

understood. You don’t get any of that from Chloe.

Colin: No. I don’t.

Marcus: But Angela… well. Let’s just say, I’m a lucky man.

Colin: You certainly are.

Marcus: (looking at his watch) Anyway, I’d better make like a tree and buzz off. Got a client

appointment at eleven. Gotta bring in the moolah, especially now.

Colin: Another sucker who’s desperate for your holistic package?

Marcus: You know it. You’re not eating your grapes?

Colin: I’m not very hungry.

Marcus: Mind if I take a few with me? Thanks. Great to see you up and about. Well, awake,

anyway. We must touch base again soon.

Colin: (ironically) Deffo.

Marcus exits, bumping into Dr Nowak who is coming in, looking very dishevelled.

Colin: Hello, Doctor.

Dr Nowak: Hello, Mr Carpenter.

Colin: Am I -

Dr Nowak: I don’t suppose you have seen my clipboard? I believe I deposited it here,

somewhere. Ah! There it is. That is a great relief. It is full of notes concerning my patients,

and they are very confidential.

Colin: What does it say about me?

Dr Nowak: Let me see. It says that you are making a remarkable recovery, and that I will very

likely be able to discharge you in a week’s time. During that time we must monitor you, you

understand. May I have a grape?

Colin: Please, help yourself. Can I ask you for a favour in return?

Dr Nowak: If it is in my power, I will do it assuredly.

Colin: Can I please have no visitors, until I am discharged?
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Dr Nowak: No visitors at all?

Colin: No visitors at all.

Dr Nowak: Not even your loving family?

Colin: Especially not my loving family.

Dr Nowak: If that is what you wish, Mr Carpenter, then that is how it will be. I will inform

Carly and the hospital staff of your decision. You will not be disturbed.

Colin: Thank you, Doctor.

Dr Novak: Thank you for the grape.

He exits. Colin sits, thinking.

Colin: “He wakes, who never thought to wake again, who held the end was death.”

There is the noise of a mosquito, and Colin’s eyes follow its path around the room. The noise

stops, as it settles on the bedside table, and Colin brings The Collected Works of Siegfried

Sassoon down on it with great force. The noise does not resume, and Colin smiles, in grim

satisfaction, then closes his eyes.

Blackout

FIN
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